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tered out of the house past his head. At first he was uncer-
tain whether the human being whom he saw standing in the
gloom of the hut was man or woman, so quaintly and
filthily was she dressed, and so tangled and matted was her
hair under a man's tattered hat; but as his eyes grew accus-
tomed to the half-light, he saw that she was wearing a petti-
coat. A more repulsive member of her sex he had never
seen, but he discreetly addressed her with courtesy.
'Pray, ma'am, is Mr. Arlack at home?'
'He'll be here just now/ she answered surlily. 'What do
you want with him?'
'Why, ma'am, I'm assigned to him from Emu Plains.'
'Oh, so you're the new Government man! Sit down and
rest yourself/ she said, and turned away to continue what-
ever had been her occupation amongst the disorder.
Whilst he sat waiting for whatever should happen next, he
took stock of the woman who was to share with Arlack the
ordering of his future existence She was a thin woman above
middle height, and the most noticeable features were her
small green eyes set cavernously deep in their sockets,
beneath dirty flaxen eyebrows of unusual thickness. Her
irregular long nose resembled more than any other thing the
broken bill of a cockatoo. Her complexion was dirt-coloured,
and her voice a queer mixture of a growl and a squawk. The
foulness of her person and clothes, neither of which seemed
ever to have been washed, was reflected in the condition of
the hut, which contained a simple chaos of everything that a
house could contain. The floor was fouled with chicken's
dung, with puddles of noxious water in every hollow. Fleas
held carnival on the floor and clouds of humming flies re-
velled in the air. Rashleigh sat overwhelmed by the sordid-
ness of the scene, when suddenly a pot on the fire., near which
he was sitting, boiled over.